wet dream brothers
Author: Anonymous 

Summary:
Just Ashley having two brothers to play with.

Chapter 1
Chapter Text
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━
You are Ashley.
━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As the sun sets, the front door creaks open, revealing Ansel's figure silhouetted against the fading light. He steps into the house with the air of an intruder, his arrival like a stray cat that wanders in and out at will. He sports his trademark baseball cap, a veil partially concealing his features. 

 

Ashley, lounging nearby, observes him. As he grows older, the resemblance to Andrew becomes more pronounced, though Ansel remains shorter, with a slimmer frame and a quiet air that sets him apart. She isn’t complaining, of course.

 

"Look who's decided to grace us with his presence," Ashley quips, her gaze fixed on Ansel.

 

He merely shrugs, his silence a familiar response as he drifts deeper into the house, the cap casting shadows over his eyes. Then Ashley discreetly tunes into the conversation that unfolds between her brothers in the kitchen.

 

"You disappeared for a month, Ansel! No calls, no letters. I was worried sick about you!!" Andrew's voice echoes in the entire house.

 

Ansel responds with a nonchalant shrug. "Sorry. Lost track of time," his voice barely audible, his demeanor shrinking under Andrew's scolding.

 

"Lost track of time?" Andrew's tone tightens, the frustration evident as he snatches Ansel's baseball cap almost forcefully. Ansel, caught off guard, visibly recoils like a little bitch at the sudden display of aggression. His eyes dart around, evading direct eye contact with Andrew, while his hands fidget, seeking refuge in their own nervous dance.

 

"I'll be more careful next time," he murmurs, the cap's absence is exposing him to the scrutiny of Andrew's anger and concern. “I’m sorry, Andrew.”

 

Andrew's frustrated façade softens at Ansel's apology, the worry in his eyes overtaking the irritation. He hands back the baseball cap with a sigh, his approach now gentler. "Just... next time, at least let me know you're alive, okay?"

 

“... Okay.”

 

They have a sentimental hug.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At dinner, Mom barely acknowledges Ansel's month-long absence, her attention tethered to other shit, her concern extending no further than fleeting inquiries.

 

Andrew takes the role of mediator, trying to bridge the chasm between Ansel's reclusive tendencies and the old hag’s indifference over it. He convinces Ansel to go back to school (because he’s been a dropout for god knows how long), advocating for a career that Ansel seems indifferent toward. 

 

Meanwhile, Ashley seizes the opportunity to pillage food from Ansel's plate. He pushes his plate slightly in her direction, an almost involuntary gesture to avoid conflict, allowing her to snatch more food.

 

Ashley revels in her small triumph, relishing the stolen bites, a glint of mischief in her eyes as she consumes his meal. Observing Ansel's submissive tendencies, an urge surfaces within her, the desire to push him further, to provoke a reaction that might make him break down, a twisted amusement in her attempts to assert dominance over her brother.

 

She wonders how he’d look being bullied into tears.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ashley wakes up fucking horny. She lifts the blanket and yep, those are soaked panties alright.

 

She remembers her dream vividly.

 

In the dream, both of her brothers were kissing her, their hands roaming over her body with a desperate hunger. Andrew's lips were hot against her skin as he bit down on her left breast, leaving a searing trail of pain and pleasure. Ansel, on the other hand, was quiet but intense, his mouth latched onto her right breast as he suckled and teased with softer movements. 

 

Andrew's rough voice whispered dirty and degrading things in her ear as he fingered the inside of her pussy, calling her a twisted sow and a whore. Ansel didn't utter a sound, watching her reactions with unwavering focus as he rubbed her clit. 

 

The thought alone makes Ashley's pussy throb with an insatiable craving for both of them at once. She slips her hand under the waistband of her panties, feeling the slick wetness as her fingers graze over her clit. 

 

She closes her eyes and imagines Andrew’s hands on her body, his dirty words in her ear. She rubs faster, picturing Ansel watching them with intense focus as he pleasures himself. Her hips start to move in time with her fingers, and she lets out a quiet moan. As she gets closer to climax, she imagines both of them taking turns fucking her, Andrew ploughing into the mattress without mercy, Ansel fucking up into her as his tears and cries of pleasure echo in her ears as she rides him to oblivion.

 

She can feel herself getting closer to release. With one final thrust of her fingers, she comes hard, imagining both of them there with her.

 

As she catches her breath and calms down from the intense orgasm, Ashley can’t help but wonder what it would be like if this fantasy became reality. She banged Andrew before, what's stopping her from fucking the other one too?

 

Ashley's mind is consumed with thoughts of her other brother, the one she hardly knows. She wonders about his preferences, but is unsure if he likes girls or boys. Unlike Andrew, he's never brought anyone home, err—well, he was barely home anyway. Is he a virgin? Has he ever been in a relationship before? These questions leave Ashley feeling estranged from her own sibling, as if he were a stranger living in their house. He drifted through the house like spectre, keeping most of himself hidden from those around him.

 

He has the personality of a soggy cardboard, never stirring up fights or making noise. She can't recall ever arguing with him. He effortlessly faded into the background, a silent figure during family dinners.

 

But as the saying goes—it's always the quiet ones, huh?

 

Dismissing her musings, she decides to seek out her brothers. Leaping off her bed and heading to the living room, she finds them sitting on the couch, absorbed in the flickering lights of the television.

 

Without hesitation, Ashley flings herself onto their laps, treating them like human recliners. She sprawled across them, claiming her space with an air of nonchalance. 

 

Andrew grunts in surprise and curses at her and telling her to fuck off. Ansel shifts slightly, a faint look of confusion on his face, followed by an unbothered expression. Then the doorbell echoes.

 

The eldest brother rises from the couch, annoyance etched on his face as he heads toward the door, leaving half of Ashley's body to fall back onto the couch. 

 

Ansel's eyes dart to Ashley, a fleeting glimpse of discomfort passing over his features before he masks it with his usual aloofness. He subtly shifts away from her, creating an almost imperceptible space between them, though his expression remains inscrutable.

 

A sly glint enters Ashley's eyes as she flashes Ansel a mischievous smirk. She reaches for his hand and guides it to her voluptuous tits. "Looks like we have some alone time, hmm?"

 

Her brother's hand jerks back as if stung, his voice meek and disturbed, "I only came out to watch Miami Vice... can you not?"

 

Grinning even more, Ashley places a hand on his thigh, "If you don't touch me I'll tell mom that you did."

 

He processes her words for a few seconds, "What...? That's insane, who would believe that?!" Ansel tries to leave the couch but Ashley doesn't let him escape.

 

Ashley poisons his brain, "You wanna fuck around and find out?? Mom doesn't see you. Dad barely acknowledges you exist. You're a nobody in their eyes. A little whispered lie, a few tears, who do you think they'll side with then? You staying silent or me with a 'story'?"

 

"But that's... that's not true! They wouldn't... Why are you doing this to me?" His head is between his hands, already feeling trapped by Ashley's words, fearing a fallout in their family.

 

Poor fella just wanted to watch TV, but Ashley wants to see him cry. The teary-eyed look on her brother is too satisfying.

 

"Be a good brother and ruin me or I'll ruin your life."

 

"I—"

 

There's silence between them when Andrew comes back, "What the hell were you two arguing about?"

 

He is just in time as Ansel slowly nods out of fear.

 

Are two dicks better than one? Absolutely!!


Chapter 2
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
"Mom, aren't you forgetting someone?" Andy questioned. 

 

The family had just finished dining at a restaurant, settling into the car for the ride home. As they began to pull away, Andy's words highlighted the missing presence between him and Leyley.

 

Their mom's response was filled with confusion as she asked, "Who?" She had no idea there was a missing member of the family.

 

"Honey, you forgot the other one," Dad interjected. The realization dawned on their mother that only two out of the three kids had been deposited in the car.

 

There was a tinge of disappointment in Andy's voice as he sharply retorts, "He has a name, you know."

 

Their mom backtracked to the restaurant and brought back a red-faced and disheartened Ansel, clearly shaken from being abandoned. Andy quickly consoled his little brother with tender strokes on the head.

 

Leyley snapped, swatting the gentle petting away, "You're being a little bitch! I barely even remember you!" Ansel flinched at the callousness in her tone, like a stab to an already wounded heart.

 

The old hag's stern voice scolded Leyley for using inappropriate language. Meanwhile, Andy smacked her on the back of the head in a futile attempt to reprimand her.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When Ansel turned thirteen, he began leaving home more and more frequently, taking advantage of his increased allowance as it gave him the means to explore and indulge in whatever caught his interest. This newfound independence coincided with the principal's call to the old hag, informing her that Ansel had been skipping school (while Ashley slouched through useless lectures. Ugh).

 

Their mom eventually stopped driving him to school altogether. How he managed to escape the confines of class was beyond Ashley's understanding. But somehow, he always found a way to slip away, defying even their mom's curfew. 

 

His existence seemed to orbit on his own terms, dismissing the rhythms of life of a teenager, wandering away at will without a backward glance .

 

Then one day, Ansel had his own bike, gray and sleek. Ashley sometimes watched him disappear into the sunset, idly imagining how her life would've been if she had hopped on the bike with him, the wind in her hair, away from the house, especially whenever Andrew brought home those fucking hussies.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"What the hell were you two arguing about?"

 

The doorbell rings for the umpteenth time, and Andrew hurries to answer it, leaving Ashley and Ansel alone once more.  Damn it, well, Ashley will make do with one brother for now. She then pulls her reluctant brother into the bedroom and locks the door behind them. 

 

She pauses, her steps slowing as she approaches him. He stands near the window, seemingly weighing the pros and cons of jumping out of a four-story building to get away from her. She knows that if she follows through with her plan, he may never want to come back home after this.

 

"I have an idea," Ansel interrupts her thoughts, his tone insistent. He reaches into his pocket and presses a crumpled $50 bill into her hand. "Just leave me alone..." 

 

Ashley takes the money and tucks it into her cleavage before pushing him onto the bed, knocking off his baseball cap in the process. "B-but you took my money!" Ansel’s eyes are widened as she makes no attempts to leave him be.

 

"You want it back?" she taunts, the edge of the bill peeking out from her low-cut top. Ansel hesitates for a moment, unsure of how to respond. But before he could make a decision, the money fully disappeared into the softness of her tits with a push of her index finger. It's cute that he thinks he can bribe her to fuck off.

 

"Keep it," Ansel recoils, "I don't want your... boob sweat, or touch them in general…"

 

Rolling her eyes then leaning closer, Ashley holds his face and puckers her lips for a kiss. But he quickly sucks in his lips to hide them from her, causing her to miss her target. "Come on, let me kiss you, you little shit!" 

 

Frustrated when she gets nowhere with the kissing, she quickly unbuckles his belt and tries to arouse him with teasing strokes, only to be met with more disappointment. This isn't anything like her dream!

 

"Why aren't you getting hard?!" Ashley demands, offended by his lack of arousal for her. "Look at me—look at this porn star body! Everything is natural! How dare you not respond?!" It seems that his cock is rebelling against Ashley. Is he impotent? Is he gay?

 

"You're my sister! How could I?!" Ansel reasons, his voice strained.

 

That's a first. This has never been an issue with Andrew before. 

 

"You have two big reasons," she points out by pushing her generous breasts together in an attempt to entice him. He looks away. Goddamn is he uncooperative, he's a tougher nut to crack than she expected.

 

Annoyed, she throws aside the idea of kissing and riding him, she'll just use his mouth. With a forceful tug on his noodle arm, she pulls him off the bed, strips down her shorts and panties, and positions herself at the foot of it.

 

"Kneel. Chin up," she commands with a firm tone. He hesitates, keeping his gaze low, so she repeats her threat back at the living room, causing him to kneel and lift his chin in surrender.

 

The anxious expression that had been etched on his face dissipates, leaving behind a blank, withdrawn gaze. His eyes seem to be in a trance-like state as he devours her pussy with fervent, almost mechanical movements. The focus of his gaze is intense, yet there is a sense of distance and detachment in his eyes. It's as if he's on autopilot. She can feel every touch and lick from his tongue, but there is a sense of disconnect between them, as if he has retreated into himself while still giving her pleasure.

 

As her brother slides the tip of his tongue over her swollen clit and his lips wrap around it, sucking gently, Ashley moans and parts her thighs wider. Ansel nibbles on her inner labia, sending shivers down her spine.

 

She knows it won't take much longer for her to come. Ansel's tongue delved into her sopping, slick cunt, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body as he fucked her with his tongue. Each flick and swirl intensifies the sensation, driving her closer to the edge of bliss. The wetness between her legs grows with each passing second, aching for release. 

 

Suddenly, the sound of the doorknob being turned startles them. A voice shouts from outside, "Why is this door locked? Come outta there!" It's Andrew. But Ashley is too horny to let him ruin her moment. She forces her brother's face deeper into her warm, wet pussy as Andrew continues to pound on the door relentlessly. 

 

"I'm commingggg!!" No pun intended.

 

Her body trembles and the sound of Andrew's voice fades into the background as she focuses solely on the intense sensations. She is getting closer and closer to orgasm, ignoring Andrew's muffled protests and angry shouts. 

 

As if sensing her approaching orgasm, Ansel's tongue circles around her clit, teasing her entrance before plunging deep inside her pussy again. He thrusts in and out of her, his brows knitting together at the feeling of her walls gripping him so tightly. 

 

He also increases the pressure on her clit, sucking on the engorged bud harder and with one final flick of his tongue, she explodes into ecstasy. Her pussy clenches and spasms uncontrollably, squirting hot liquid onto his cheeks and chin. A loud moan escapes her lips as her legs tremble from the intensity of her orgasm. Ashley didn't even know she could squirt—and he didn't even need to use his fingers to make her do it.

 

Ansel retreats from Ashley's thighs, grabbing tissues from the nightstand to wipe his face. He hurriedly puts on his cap and avoids eye contact with her as they fix themselves before leaving the bedroom.

 

As Ansel rushes past Andrew, he tries to hide his guilt and embarrassment under the cover of his cap. But Andrew stops him in his tracks.

 

"I NEED TO BRUSH MY TEETH!" Ansel snaps, clearly agitated about what he did prior.

 

Andrew's glare is a warning, "Excuse me? Did you just raise your tone at me?"

 

"Sorry, I... I just need to brush my teeth..." Ansel stammers. He takes a nervous step backwards, trying to diffuse the tension in the air. Did he actually think that would wash away what he did with Ashley? Hah!

 

Andrew turns to Ashley, his voice accusing. "What the hell did you do in there?" 

 

Disappointed that her brother rejected her advances, not even a smooch, Ashley stares at her reflection in the nearby mirror. Gasp! Is she actually unattractive?

 

"Am I ugly, Andrew?"

 

"On the inside," he responds too quickly to that and continues with his line of questioning, "I asked—”

 

"Ah, these must be the rest of the siblings," a woman cuts in, blocking Ansel's path to the bathroom. She stands tall in her crisp white nurse uniform, a clipboard clutched tightly against her chest.

 

With practiced ease, she administers some vaccination to Ansel and Ashley, their arms bared and ready for the needle's prick. The faint scent of rubbing alcohol lingers in the air as she finishes her task, she goes on to talk about parasite-infested waters and that they're now under quarantine.

 

Ansel shakes his head in confusion. "What? I don't live here," he lies, hoping to make a quick exit.

 

The nurse persists, "No, Mrs. Graves mentioned that she had three children."

 

Andrew can't help but roll his eyes. "Took her long enough to remember has three," he mutters under his breath. 

 

The nurse confirms with her clipboard, "Yep, looks like three children."


Ashley laughs, Ansel looks so checked out, his body slumped, as if he wants to be dead the more the nurse emphasizes that they aren't allowed to leave the apartment. She nods towards the wardens stationed outside, guns at the ready, making sure they get the message.


Notes:
i suggest listening to the you fuck her song after the flashback

it fits. trust

Chapter Text
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━
You are Andrew.
━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━━

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Andy walked into the bathroom to find his younger brother standing on a stool in front of the mirror. He was holding a pair of scissors and a razor, looking at himself intently. 

 

Shock painted Andy's face as he took in the zigzag bald patterns on Ansel's scalp, it dawned on him that his brother had decided to take matters into his own hands and cut his own hair.

 

"What have you done??" Andy exclaimed, rushing over to Ansel.

 

"They kept calling me your sister 'cause of the long hair..." Ansel explained in a timid manner. Andy's frown deepened in response. 

 

He helped Ansel off the stool, trying to contain his disbelief and worry as he took in the full extent of the hair disaster.

 

"You cut your eyebrows too?!" Andy asked incredulously and facepalmed. His brows looked like barcodes on his forehead. Well, he definitely didn't look like a girl anymore. 

 

"I got carried away..." Ansel admitted, sounding a bit sheepish.

 

With a pair of scissors in hand, Andy attempted to salvage the situation by trimming Ansel's fringe to cover the damaged eyebrows. However, no amount of trimming could fix the disaster at the back of his head.

 

Thinking quickly, Andy dashed out of the bathroom, returning moments later with a solution. He placed a baseball cap securely on Ansel's head.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Not this shit again.

 

During class, Andrew got called to the principal's office again. This was the third time this month he had been called in regards to Ansel. It felt like a never-ending game of Russian roulette, never knowing which sibling would push him to the brink of insanity each day.

 

The principal stood behind her desk. Her gaze was steel, brimming with evident displeasure.

 

"Your brother is expelled. His persistent truancy, skipping classes, and missing exams are simply not acceptable," the principal stated firmly.

 

Fuuuuck. Does that little brat fear nothing??

 

Keeping his tone even, Andrew replied, "I apologize for any inconvenience this may have caused. But—"

 

"Ansel's academic record is in shambles, and your responsibility as the older brother is to ensure he attends classes." It was like herding cats with his brother. He would come home at 5 AM! He was clearly hanging around with a bad crowd. Andrew clenched his jaw.

 

He took a deep breath.

 

Marvel at the great prowess of Andrew’s bullshiting skills!!

 

"Look, I completely understand the policies, but Ansel has been dealing with some serious family issues recently. He's been a pillar of support for us at home, and it's unfortunately affected his attendance. But I assure you, he's determined to turn things around. If you grant him the chance to make up for the missed exams, I'll personally make sure he gets back on track. He's a good kid, a ray of sunshine culminated into a person!”

 

A fleeting moment of hesitation flickered across the principal's face. 

 

But after a tense silence, the principal relented, albeit reluctantly. "Fine. But this is the last chance. Ansel must take the make-up exams, and you need to ensure he's present in all classes from now on. Otherwise, expulsion is non-negotiable."

 

"Understood. Thank you, Madam Principal," Andrew's smile didn't reach his eyes.

 

He was going to whoop his brother's ass.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The nurse departs, leaving the siblings alone in the house. An awkward silence hangs between them as they stare at each other. Ansel breaks first and rushes to the bathroom, but Andrew doesn't let him this time.

 

"For the thousandth time, I asked—" Andrew's grip is tight on his brother's wrist. 

 

"He fucked me, Andrew," Ashley interrupts, her voice casual and unbothered.

 

"...YOU WHAT." Andrew's words explode out of him, despite already having suspicions prior.

 

"I-I swear, I DIDN'T FUCK HER! Andrew, you have to believe me!!" Ansel pleads, looking up at Andrew with desperate eyes, fluttering those ridiculously long lashes. He speaks frantically, words tumbling out of his mouth at lightning speed as he tries to defend himself. Andrew can barely keep up with him, he's never seen his brother talk this much.

 

But Ansel's fate seems to be in Ashley's hands today, her voice dripping with a mix of pleasure and power. "Oh yes he did!! Did you hear me moan in there, Andrew? Did you know I could squirt? Ansel definitely does!" With a wicked grin, Ashley adds another log to the blazing fire, stoking it with more gasoline and igniting it into a fiery inferno.

 

"What parallel universe are you in??" Ansel looks horrified. "I DID NOT FUCK YOU!"

 

"Whoopsie," she mocks. "Right, he didn't put his dick in me, but he did..." She raised two fingers to form a V sign, wiggling her tongue between them suggestively. Ansel's face turns into an even deeper shade of red at her vulgar gesture.

 

Ansel's voice cracks, "I... I... Andrew… she forced me…" 

 

He gives up explaining himself halfway, you can hear the chaos in his head as he sits by himself on the couch. He buries his face in his hands as if trying to hide from the overwhelming weight of it all. 

 

Andrew's mind races as he struggles to find the right words. He takes a deep breath, trying to calm down. 

 

But still, his brain remains stubbornly silent, the powers of speech leaving him. How could he talk without revealing too much? Taking moral high ground would make him a goddamn hypocrite. Because he, too, had fucked Ashley, with dick and all, but his brother doesn't need to know that!

 

Ashley continues to psychologically torture Ansel as she plops down on his lap, "What's the big deal?" she scoffs, tilting her head with a sardonic smirk, "So what if we're siblings?? What's a little bit more DNA between us?? Pfft! Hahahahah!!" 

 

She lets out a loud, obnoxious, super villain laugh, clearly finding herself hilarious. Ansel tries to push her off, but she only laughs harder at his attempts.

 

"That wasn't funny, Ashley!!" he scolds, recoiling. Ansel notices Andrew's silence now, shifting the spotlight to him, "Why... Why aren't you saying anything? You're not mad?"

 

Andrew gulps, Ashley interrupts, "Why would he be mad?" she asks coyly, her words toned with implication. "I didn't even need to blackmail him. He's been getting his dick wet with m—" 

 

Andrew's hand flies up and smacks against her mouth, cutting off her words before they can fully escape. But the damage was done; the implication lingers, hanging like a noose around his neck. A bead of sweat trickles down his forehead.

 

"That's enough, Ashley," Andrew says, stepping back. His gaze shifts between his siblings, silently pleading for the subject to be dropped. 

 

An awkward silence envelops the room again. Ansel's expression wavers between confusion and anxiety. Ashley, though momentarily silenced, wears a sly grin, relishing the discomfort she's stirred.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All things considered, having Ansel around is useful. He takes on at least half of the stress that Ashley causes for Andrew on a daily basis, like a sponge soaking up some of her bullshit and abuse. Which is beautiful, to be honest, to be able to hold onto some semblance of sanity.

 

Ashley's tits sways back and forth as she sits on top of Ansel on the couch. She roughly pries his eyes open, forcing him to notice her revealing top that barely covers her areolas, Ansel's baseball cap has fallen off during their scuffle.

 

"S-stop it, Ashley!" Ansel squirms beneath her, trying to break free and keep his eyes closed. The more he rejects her, the more determined she becomes.

 

"If you say 'I am nothing but your footstool, my princess' then I might!" 

 

…

 

"I... I... I am nothing but your footstool, my princess," His words come out in short, shaky bursts, filled with both embarrassment and a sense of defeat. Ashley's grin widens as she continues to dominate her brother, thrilled in her control over him.

 

With a flirty toss of her head, Ashley turns to Andrew and her perky breasts bounce in perfect rhythm with her movements. "Did you hear that?" she coos, "He called me princess! You should too!"

 

Andrew lets out a dramatic eye roll, "Okay, prick-cess." Ashley retaliates by throwing a plush cushion at him, to which he effortlessly catches in one hand. 

 

He plucks the sex pest off the sacrificial lamb and makes her go cook dinner.

 

Ansel doesn't fare well during quarantine. Their sister emotionally drains him in under thirty minutes, Ashley would fold him like an origami (wait… doesn't that sound familiar?). The confined space amplifies every interaction, making him feel more trapped when she’s being maniacal.

 

With a surge of adrenaline, he bolts towards the balcony. Andrew reacts quickly, startled by Ansel's sudden movement and chases after him. 

 

He reaches the balcony just in time to see his younger brother straddling the ledge, attempting to climb down using the drainpipe. The wind whips through their hair as they engage in a tense tug of war, each straining against the other. Andrew's fingers dug into his brother's waist, the fabric of his shirt bunched in his fists as he fought to pull him away from the precarious position.

 

"Calm down! They'll arrest you if you escape quarantine!!"

 

"I huff xylene in empty parking lots just to feel alive, I've got nothing to lose! I can't take it anymore! I want to leave now!"

 

The sound of their frantic breathing mingles with the distant noises of traffic below. With a firmer grasp, Andrew successfully pulls Ansel back and embraces him tightly against his chest, feeling the frantic beats of Ansel's heart echoing his own pulse. 

 

He looks into his brother's eyes, noticing how long his bottom lashes are, and sees the haunting, PTSD stare, like he's seen shit.

 

"It's okay, I've got you," Andrew murmurs, his voice low and steady, trying to offer reassurance.

 

Ansel's breathing begins to steady, his muscles relaxing slightly against Andrew's hold, slowly hugging back. 

 

Andrew takes a moment before speaking again, "When you disappeared for a month... I want to understand what happened, where you've been. You can talk to me about it. Anything." His tone is gentle yet insistent, coaxing Ansel to open up about his month-long disappearance, hoping to break through the walls Ansel had built around that subject.

 

Silence. 

 

In an attempt to ease the tension, Andrew smiles, "You had me plastering missing posters of you all over town! The least you can do is tell me! Did you go to prison? Did you run off and elope with some lucky lady?" Or perhaps it was a gentleman?

 

His brother's body stiffens. "I... I really don't wanna talk about what happened. I don't even know where to begin."

 

"We've got the entire quarantine to talk about it," Andrew insists, but his brother seems done talking about his disappearance.

 

"So..." he steps back from Andrew's arms, frowning. "About you and Ashley..." It's clear that Ansel is determined to deflect the conversation away from his disappearance. 

 

Neither brother is ready to unravel the secrets they harbor. Ansel's reluctance, a thick wall of silence, matches Andrew's unwillingness to admit to the sexual nature of his relationship with Ashley.

 

Andrew's only excuse is: he was terminally horny.

 

Will he stop fucking her?

 

Probably not.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

His tongue laps at her pussy, tracing the delicate plump lips, and flicking the bud. His fingers slide into her wetness, feeling the warmth and readiness of her cunt. He stares up at her, observing her expressions with a mouthful of her succulent clit, tightly closing his lips around it and suckling hard, bringing it to the brink of orgasm before stopping. 

 

His rock hard cock is aching to be inside Ashley, she was born for his pleasure. Andrew aligns their hips together and lubricates his shaft with her juices (because she leaks like a fucking ocean).

 

But just as he's about to enter her, she abruptly closes her legs and twists away from him, her gaze on Ansel who lay sleeping on the other bed, as if in a deep coma. 

 

Ashley's breath catches as she declares, "I want him to fuck me too or else you're not fucking me again, Andyyyyy." 

 

Andrew's face contorts with anger as he grabs her breast and squeezes it tightly at the nickname. His fingers dig into her flesh, leaving angry red marks in their wake. He doesn't like the idea of involving their brother into something like this.

 

Flicking her nipple, causing a sharp gasp to escape her lips, he then forcefully spreads her legs apart. "He will not fuck you. And by denying me sex, you're also depriving yourself. Did that cross your mind, you half-wit?" He sneers at her. That's right, this malevolent bitch is just as horny as he is.

 

Without another word, he begins pushing inside her. Her tight walls grip him like a vise and it takes every ounce of willpower for him not to cum instantly.

 

"Mmm... yeah? You don't wanna see him rail me? You don't wanna fuck him while he's fucking into me? Or... would you rather have both of your cocks in me?" Andrew's dick twitched in interest and she clearly felt that and smirks up at him. "See? So you are interested… Freak."

 

Dizzy from arousal, Andrew groans, his hips surging forward, driving himself deeper and harder into Ashley's sopping wet pussy, essentially fucking her into the mattress. The warmth of their bodies pressed together sends sparks through Andrew's entire body and straight to his balls. Ashley's body responded in kind, clamping around him in a rhythmic grip that only increased the volume of her moans. 

 

Her body trembles as she approaches her peak. Andrew feels her inner muscles clenching, milking his cock, pushing him over the edge. He slams forward one last time before filling her to the brim with streams of hot cum.

 

The air is thick with the scent of sweat and sex as they both gasp for breath, savoring the intense sensations pulsing through their bodies. 

 

After regaining their composure, they clean up and Andrew changes into fresh clothes and retreats to his own bed. He avoids looking at Ashley's triumphant smirk and instead watches Ansel sleeping. Eventually, Andrew follows suit and falls asleep as well.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

At 6:66 AM, the telephone startles Andrew awake. He groggily makes his way to answer it, but is met with silence on the other end. 

 

This was not the first time this has happened. Just the other day he heard breathing before the line went dead. As he hangs up, Andrew can't help but feel confused and frustrated. What the fuck was that?

 